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After the Show 


It was getting later, and it was dark. The sun had gone down forever ago, but outdoor concerts were best like 
that, lit up only by stage lights. Each band member was in their place; Steven banging away on his drums, 

smiling wide and laughing, his hair flying, Duff and Izzy crowding a microphone to sing back-up as they winked 
to screaming girls near the front of the stage, laughing to themselves when they saw the frantic expressions 


on their fans' faces, that ecstatic ‘he knows | exist! thrill that takes days to die, if it ever does. 


Axl was crouched near the edge of the stage, holding his hand out for the legions of pumped-up fans as he 
bellowed high, piercing shrieks into his microphore. Slash stood nearby, ever-present cigarette between his lips, 
his beloved top hat perched on his head, obscuring his eyes. This was a good thing, because he'd been staring 
at Axl all right, watching his hips sway, his hands run over his sides, only to shoot out and grasp yet another 
girl's hand, kissing the back. And then, oh, that grin That little smirk he'd wear, watching yet another member 
of the fairer sex scream herself hoarse because Axl Rose had not only touched her hand, but kissed it as well 
Slash glared at her below his mass of hair, wanting to beat her face in with his guitar. 


He's mine, bitch 


That's what he loved to tell himself that, anyway. The redhead was positively mad for tits and ass, and Slash 


was in short supply of both, particularly ass. His eyes flicked back over to The Rose as he got to his feet, 
arms held out for a musical interlude with his eyes gently shut, head rolled back on his shoulders like the 
shouting and pleading for more from the fans was all he needed to live. 


| want you to need me. 


Then Axl made his rounds on the stage, taking up residence next to Slash, tucking his microphone into his 
pocket for a moment to pull off his shirt, gasping in relief as cooler air rushed his hot, sweating skin. He was 
making it harder for Slash. Sure, he was regarded as a guitar GOD, a veritable master of the axe, and of 
course he could play most of their songs blindfolded, but with Axl standing next to him, coming closer, his 
strong arm slipping around Slash's similarly bare shoulders and pressing their slick, sweating bodies together It 
was damn near impossible. Axl was singing something, what the hell was he singing? Slash listened in closer, and 
almost choked. 


n" 


"Im a sexual innuendo in this burned-out paradise-if you turn me on fo anything, you better turn me on tonight 


As if those words, those filthy, fucking suggestive, demanding words weren't enough to make his blood pound 
through his veins, Axl was making it worse. He knew. That little fucker knew Slash had been watching him all 
evening, and he'd been acting accordingly. The soft moans he uttered had been that much more realistic, the 
looks on his face akin to being washed over with screaming ecstasy, his hands roaming slower over his hard, 
flat stomach and sharp hipbores, all for Slash's voyeuristic pleasure. And then he turned on the guitarist, 
shedding his shirt and leaning in close to him. Axl set his hand on Slash's shoulder, letting it roam slowly down 
the curve of his spine to end at his sweet litte ass, grabbing, squeezing and smacking hard as he spat out 
those last words, a demand. 


"-you better turn me on tonight!" 
Oh, you can fucking count on if, Rose. 


The leather of his pants was straining behind his guitar, his rapidly hardening prick pressing out against the 
stiff fabric, throbbing and aching to be freed from their confines and pressed up inside Mr. Axl Rose's tight, 
round ass to make him scream and beg for more. The cruel, teasing redhead was now behind Slash, peeking out 
from beside him like a child playing Hide and Seek, smiling at the audience, pretending that his teasing the 
guitarist wasn't affecting him as much as it truly as. He had no guitar to safely hide behind, and his white 
shorts didn't leave much to the imagination to begin with, so Axl was screwed if he walked out from behind 
Slash; thank fucking Christ the concert was almost over. He took the opportunity, though, to torture the 
younger man as much as he could, rocking his hips slowly against that tight leather, his own hard cock sliding 
against the cleft of the guitarists slight ass to fill his imagination with erotic images and ideas, a promise of 
what was to come once the last note was struck. The thoughts that played out in Axl's head were similar to 
Slash's, if not reversed. There would be a power struggle, a fight between the two for who would dominate, 


who would submit to the other, spread their legs and scream. 


"All | ever wanted was for you to know that | care~" 


Axl's hands were hidden by thick brown curls, his fingertips sliding tenderly, almost lovingly over Slash's neck 
as the last few words were sung. His voice was softer, sweeter than it normally was, but Slash wouldn't allow 


himself false hope. 
God, thats fucking sick, Rose. Teasing my dick is one thing, but toying with my emotions..? Fuck you! 


Slash's eyes squeezed shut under his hair, breathing a deep sigh of relief as the song played to an end, and 
the redheaded diva thundered offstage without a word to the audience. But they knew of his tantrums, his 
attitude. It was a miracle the concert had even played through, what did they care if he turned and left the 
second it was over? Their hopes for an encore were dashed when Slash followed after him. He tried to look 
calm, to keep his cool, but he could see Axl's ass swaying from side to side a few strides ahead of him, and 


god damn it was fucking TEMPTING. 


With a quick look back to see if any of the other guys had left the stage yet - they hadn't, thank god, they 
were still soaking up the cheers - Slash lunged, and grabbed a handful of red hair, ignoring Axl's squawk of 
protest. He dragged the singer into their dressing room and locked the door, pulling his guitar off and dropping 
it, tossing his hat somewhere and turning to Axl, looking him over like a hunk of meat. Slash was starving, and 
so he charged his singer, running him across the room, pinning him up against the wall. He grabbed Axl's 


wrists, holding them down as he brought their mouths together, shuddering and moaning past Ax''s lips. 


He let go of one wrist to work his fingers into the red hair, holding him tighter, closer. Slash gasped and cried 
out as Axl grabbed his kinked hair with his newly freed hand, digging his sharp nails into the scalp, biting 
harshly on the guitarists lip, making it swell and throb with a dull pain. The redhead pulled on Slash's hair, 
leading him away. He gripped those strong shoulders, his thumbs digging into the dark, warm skin, and forced 
the younger man down, following and slamming him onto his back. Axl forced Slash's legs apart, leaning over to 
bump and grind against his crotch with a slow, torturous pace. Slash could feel their pricks together through 
the fabric and it was agonizing. He wanted to feel that heat on his own bare skin. 


"You think you get to top me?" It seemed Axl couldn't believe someone would dare to think of slamming their 


cock into his ass. "Ain't no way, Slash, old boy." 


He went to untie Slash's pants, and stopped his motions, if only for a moment, recognizing yet another moment 
in which he could make the other writhe and moan wantonly. And he wanted to see Slash helpless to the 
pleasure Axl could give. The redhead pressed his hands to the backs of Slash's thighs, keeping his legs splayed 
wide as he leaned over, pressing burning kisses to his stomach, feeling the hard muscles beneath his skin 
twitch and shudder. So responsive! This was gonna be fun. Axl swirled his tongue around Slash's navel, gently 
gripping the silver ring pierced through his skin with his pearly whites, giving it a little tug. Slash moaned 
softly, his own hands hooked behind his knees, letting Axl do what he wantedFor now. His pants were still on, 
but when Axl went to strip him, the tables would turn. And yet, within a moment, Slash could no longer think 
coherently. Axl's warm, wet tongue was going lower, kissing and slicking over his abs, his hips, making him buck 
up and hiss obscenities through his clenched teeth. He longed for that mouth to travel lower, to suck him into 
bliss. 


Instead, he continued the teasing. Axl kept his eyes fixed on Slash's face, watching his pouting lips curl around 
exclamations, persuasive cries and whimpers, soft, needy pleas for more. He pushed the leather ties of Slash's 
pants out of the way, licking over the tight leather and sucking, feeling his hard prick get harder, hotter, the 
guitarists voice and pleading deeper, more desperate for his touch. Axl cupped the brunette's crotch and 
squeezed gently, then harder, massaging the straining length with the palm of his hand. Slash's back arched up, 
his sharp hips pressing out further; tempting Axl all the more as he kissed and bit the younger man's jutting 
hips. 


"Axl." Slash was breathless, his chest heaving as he gasped and pushed his curls from his face, "PleaseF-For 
the love of god, please! 


Axl grinned, taking this as a sign of Slash's submission. The man was his now, and he was free to make him 
scream. He pulled on the leather strings of the tight black pants, unlacing and rolling them over his sides. Axl's 
breath picked up as he watched the base of Slash's hard cock peek out at him. Then more dark skin revealed 
itself, and he was busy staring, watching the thick length twitch and drip white onto warm brown skin. 


Thats my cue. 


Slash grinned and sat up quickly while the redhead was staring, practically drooling at the sight of his cock. 
They were face-to-face for a moment, Axl on his knees and wondering what had happened, and then lying on 
his back, suddenly staring up at Slash, the man grinning and peering at the older man through his thick curls. 


"Wait.No!" Axl sat up and Slash pressed against him, grabbing the plaid jacket the redhead wore and tugging it 
off. He had to work quickly, while Axl was still trying to figure out a course of action, a way to fight back. 
Slash used his weight against Axl, leaning into him as he wrapped the jacket around his singer's wrists, tying 
them together tightly. One empty jacket sleeve was looped through his arms and joined with the other to be 


tied again, then again. 


"What the.Slashll" Axl struggled with his binds, trying to free his wrists. Slash was still moving quick as he 
stood and looked over the top of the makeup desk, and snatched up a bottle of hand lotion, dropping it into 
Axl's lap. He kicked off his boots and pulled his pants off, discarding them somewhere. He didn't care. Axl was 
quickly shucked of his clothing, and a grin came to Slash's face. Struggling and protesting as he was, the 
younger couldn't help but notice that Axls prick was thicker now, and twitching against his stomach. 


"Heh..You sick fucker. You like being tied up." Slash's Cheshire grin was visible under his cloud of thick black hair 
as he squirted up his fingers with lotion and slammed them up into Axis tight ass. Axl's teeth grit, his eyes 
shutting tightly as he fought the invasion, but with Slash's other hand working over his prick, his rough thumb 
rubbing the head and smearing precum all around, he finally submitted, propping his legs open for the other 
and groaning low as those thick fingers worked through and stretched him. 


"That how y'like it?" Slash laughed as he leaned over to kiss up Axl's taut stomach, pushing his fingers up 
deeper, spreading them, and feeling him arch up, their skin meeting, that simple touch sending shudders 


through both bodies. Axl remained silent to Slash's teasing, focusing instead on the pleasure being administered. 


"Stubborn bitch." The guitarist sighed, pulling his fingers out with a slick pop, leaving Axl feeling empty. Slash 
covered his prick with more lotion, smoothing it around and moaning, bucking into his own touch with a soft 
hiss. The absence Axl felt was quickly filled by his aching dick, slamming every thick inch up inside with one 
rough stroke. Slash clapped a hand over Axl's mouth to silence any howls, then decided he was being stupid, 
and covered the redhead's mouth with his own, the two kissing frantically, their lips moving together and over 
each other's faces and necks as they adjusted to each other, to the tightness, to the sting of being fucked, 


what have you. 


Axl's teeth ground down over his guitarists neck, biting hard and prompting a quiet hiss of pain, before he was 
pulled back, forced to lie back. Slash shook his head, breathing deep and hard as he brought his own mouth to 
the redhead's neck, his breath hot and fast, biting viciously into the pale skin, deep shudders wracking his body 
as Axl cried out, begged to be bitten harder. Slash was only too happy to comply, giving more pressure, 
pushing his hips forward deeper, feeling Axl's hot muscles hug and stroke his cock, feeling and hearing tiny 
blood vessels burst under his teeth. 


He pulled back, panting, to examine his work, and was overjoyed to see the promising beginnings of a delicious, 
darkly-colored bruise. All who looked at Axl would see this ugly mark on his neck, and they would know what it 
meant. Axl was marked, he belonged to someone, and that someone was Slash. Should anyone ignore the 


territorial bruise, Slash would pounce like a tiger, and attack. 
Mine. You are mine. 


He growled in his throat, Axl shivering and screaming as he felt and heard Slash's animalistic lust, those low, 
ragged moans coursing through his veins, straight to his aching, weeping cock, the head bouncing against his 


stomach with each hard thrust, thighs slapping together in the hot room, silent but for their cries of lust. 


Axl grinned as the younger man bit him again and again, all over his chest, his arms and neck. His short nails 
dug in, scratching red welts over the singer's hips and ribs, and he gasped, wishing like hell his wrists were 
free so he could return the brutality, scratch up that warm sexy back, or hold him closer. He slipped his legs 
around Slash's waist and squeezed, his head rolling back, eyes shut tightly and mouth opened wide as he was 
struck with a spasm of unexpected, incredible lightning bliss. He felt it all over his body, from his fingers and 
down to his toes. Raggedly, panting, he begged Slash to do it again. Deeper, give him that high over and over 
until he passed out. 


Anything, for you. 


He took up Axis legs and hooked them over his shoulders, pushing in deeper, gripping with his nails, both of 
them screaming together, then silencing each other with heated kisses, relenting and showing each other their 
lust, their need for each other. Axl broke away, his voice barely audible, stuttering as Slash pushed back into 
him, pulled out, back in with a fast, rough pace that pleased both men. 


"Sa.Slash..oohhgodPLEASE. Please, untie mel!" He whined, his arms aching to hold Slash. Always with the difficult 
requests, that one. The dark-haired guitarist reached around to the small of Axl's back, taking a moment to 
feel his perky round ass before beginning his struggle with the plaid jacket. A few swears later, Axl's wrists 
were freed and his arms flew up, around the other man's shoulders to pull him down, their chests together, 
feeling their hearts pounding together in their passion. Slash brought Axl's cock into his fist, tugging fast over 
the hard, heated skin and grinning as his redhead's cries amplified, louder and more urgent than before. He 
brought their lips together in a slow, sweet kiss, his body shuddering against the other's as he reached his 
peak, slamming in with a few more deep thrusts, coming hard with a low moan. Axis insistent little pleas were 


impossible to ignore, and he stroked the redhead's prick until he also came, onto his stomach and Slash's hand. 


The guitarist pulled out, and rolled onto the floor beside his singer, the two of them gasping for air and 
floating in momentary bliss, until they could think coherently again. They turned to face each other, grinning 
like jackasses as they pushed their sweaty hair from their eyes. 


"Same time next show?" 
"Fuck yes. But I'm on top next time." 


Slash laughed and crawled to his knees, tucking himself back inside his pants. He helped Axl up, combing his 
fingers through the singer's long red hair before bringing him in closer for a kiss. 


"No way I'm letting that happen, Rose. Not without a fight" 
"| wouldn't have it any other way." 


Axl returned the kiss, his hand tracing Slash's jaw as his eyes cast over the guitarist's features; his dark 
eyes, and full, soft lips. He smiled, stealing another kiss before he climbed to his feet and pulled his shorts back 
on, leaving the dressing room for the bathroom to clean up. Slash found his cigarettes on the makeup table 
and pulled one out, lighting up as he sat back on the floor. Maybe Axl didn't know how Slash truly felt. But he 
had this, their frantic, hurried after-show sex to satiate him. He knew that some day, it wouldn't be enough. 
Some day, he'd want to hear that Axl loved him too, but for now, it was enough. 


